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One 


Disclaimer: This is a work of fiction In other words, it is not real, not true, never happened, never will. | mean 


no disrespect and my only goal is to entertain 


For Sel. 


FEFEEEEEFEEEEEEEEEEEEEFEEEEE EEE EEE PEPE EEF 


| wasn't living up to my "Lead Foot" tat, thats for sure. Beast was traveling maybe tops 25mph and | think 
that was too fast. My hands were cramping; | was holding the steering wheel with a death grip. It was the only 


way not to lose control - at least | was hoping it was. 


Road conditions sucked. | mean they really sucked. It was misting in the valleys but when you climbed up even 


a little elevation, it turned to ice. You couldn't quite see where the ice began or ended. It was slippery enough 
with just the wet road but when you drove onto the invisible ice all bets were off. To add insult to injury, it 


was foggy too. It was early afternoon but you'd never know unless you looked at your watch. 


And why, you may ask yourself, why was | out and about when | should have been home, huddled under a 


down comforter for warmth, TV remote in one hand, a cup of hot coffee in the other? 


One word: Thanksgiving. Actually it was the day before, if you wanted to be precise. Kirk had invited me up to 
his ranch (or whatever he called his place where he kept his horses) for a few days of relaxation, food and 


general fooling around. | was looking forward to it all - especially the fooling around part. 


Kirk and | had finally reached an understanding of mutual companionship. It was comfortable, it was familiar - 
we loved each other but weren't in love. Over the years we both had found it too difficult to maintain 


relationships outside the band. We tried, god knows we did, but our lifestyle wasn't conducive for normalcy. 


He and | kept separate houses, which allowed us our private space but we were but a phone call away from 
one another. We watched and washed each other's backs, bunked together on tours - you know, did that 
together stuff. But neither of us had any intention of making it any more permanent then it already was. 
Maybe we were scared, maybe we were lazy - but why rock the boat when the sailing was smooth? 


| was on the last leg of the trip. Usually it was the best part of the run - not too much traffic way up here 
in the hills. The road was narrow, curvy and a hell of a lot of fun to drive. But not today. 


Which is why | slowed down when | saw another SUV ahead of me in the opposite lane. The other driver 
seemed to have the same idea because | could see their speed diminish as well. Like | said, most times I'd be 


taking this road at a fair clip but it was increasingly difficult to drive. And | didn't have a death wish anymore. 


Maybe the pickup driver had one; guess I'll never know. He wasn't in back of the other SUV and then he was. | 
don't know how fast he was going, or if he even tried to stop but | watched in sheer disbelief as he slammed 
into the rear of the other car that was parallel to me at this point. There was nothing | could do, no place to 
go, | didn't even have time to panic. | heard that ear splitting metal shearing sound and then everything went 

blank. 


FEFEEEEEFEEEEEEEEEEE EEE EEE ET 


Someone was screaming. | checked, nope, it wasn't me. Thank fuck. | ran a quick inventory - | wasn't in any 
particular pain and nothing was numb. Good deal. | cautiously moved my legs; they seemed to be working. | 


wiggled my fingers and then made my hands into fists. No problems there either. | was aware of what | was 


doing so | didn't have a head injury. The screaming had turned into an unearthly keening so my hearing checked 
out. | slowly opened my eyes and choked back a sob of relief. Yeah, | could see. My hands went to the top of 
the steering wheel and | put my head down on them just so | could catch my breath. 


Holy shit. | was alive. Shaken down to the roots of my hair but still kicking. And that was all that mattered, 


And then | remembered that there had been other people involved. That wailing had to be coming from 
someone. | had been pushed to the side of the road, still facing the direction | had been heading. There was 
glass on the seat and in my lap - it happens when the driver side window is shattered. How the shards didn't 
end up in my eyes was a damn miracle. | gingerly released my seatbelt and tried the door. Stuck. Carefully | 
peered out the open space that was once the window. The entire right side of Beast was crushed. Another sob 
bubbled up from the back of my throat; this time it was tinged with a bit of panic. To say this was not a good 
situation to be in was an understatement. | had to get out. The distinct odor of gasoline was filling my nose and 
| was afraid Beast might just blow up. Brushing as much glass onto the floor as | could without cutting my 
hands, | gingerly slid over to the passenger side and tried the door. It opened without so much as a squeak. | 
looked down before stepping out to see if it was safe. It was. My legs sagged and | had to grab onto the door 


to keep myself from falling on my ass. I'll blame it on the ice. 


Straightening up, | slowly took a look around. Oh man. If | live to be a thousand | don't think I'll ever forget the 
scene. The SUV and the truck had basically become one obscenely twisted piece of Detroit steel. There wasn't 
any way to tell where one ended and the other began. All sorts of debris lay scattered: metal, glass, a couple 
of car doors, papers, clothes. | think there was a baby car seat dangling from a low tree branch. | really didn't 


want to know about that. Was that was a car roof over there? And guitar cases, | could count three. 


Fuck. 


And then it became eerily quiet. Deathly still. | shivered, partly from the cold that was starting to invade my 
body and the other part was, well, fear. | don't scare easily but this was freaking me out. | had to do 
something. Standing by broken Beast wasn't getting me the help | knew | needed. Leaning back into my truck | 
pulled out my jacket and cap and put them on. My hands began to shake so | jammed them into my pockets. | 
didn't need to see proof that | was terrified. 


Help. Yeah, | think | could use some of that right about now. Cell. Find your cell and dial I. It wasn't in my two 
front pockets cause that's where my hands were and | didn't feel it. | checked the jacket. Nope. Not there. | 
stuck my head back into Beast's interior. Maybe | had left it on the front seat next to me. It wasn't there nor 
was it in the back. The impact must have flung it to parts unknown. 


Fuck. 


| didn't have much choice; | had to go check out the wreckage. Maybe one of those poor soul's phone was just 
lying on the ground, waiting for me. Maybe I'd find a six cause | sure could use a drink right about now. How 


about a couple of burgers and fries to go with that? 


Oh shit. | could recognize shock when | felt. Get a grip. Stay focused for just a bit more, take care of business 
and then allow yourself the luxury of losing your mind for a little while. 


It took some convincing on my part before my legs would work but | slowly edged my way over to the crash, 


keeping my eyes to the ground, searching for a phone. And where was that beer? 


| was keeping up this running conversation in my head to keep myself from howling so | don't know how long it 
took for the faint sound of someone crying to reach my brain. And then | questioned my sanity because there 


wasn't any way that someone had actually survived these two trucks colliding. 


Holy mother, there it was again Faint but real. "Where are you?" | yelled, running the rest of the way to the 
wreck, forgetting that | was scared shitless. 


" stuck..can't.." was all | could make out before the voice faded. 


"No! Keep talking so | can find youl" My eyes darted this way and that, still unconvinced that someone had 
actually survived this ugly scene. "DAMN IT WHERE THE FUCK ARE YOU?" | roared in my stage voice. If | could 


control 50,000 screaming fans with it, | could get one person to answer me. 


"hurt." 


It worked. Damn. The disembodied voice was coming from around the other side from where | was standing. | 


picked my way through the rubble; I'd really be in deep shit if | injured myself now. 


| brought myself up quickly. Sweet Jesus, one more step and | would have stepped on a body. | didn't need to 
be a doctor to know this person was dead. Broken and twisted; it was the stuff of nightmares. | took a couple 


of deep breaths to counteract the bile that rose in my throat and ordered my feet to keep moving. 


"One more time. | need you to say something just one more time," | implored because the only person | could 
see was the one that didn't need my help. 


"see you..ahead." 


Thank fuck. The person had the presence of mind to move their hand. That's all | needed, 


Careful not to touch the car - | didn't know how steady it was - | took the hand that was offered, bent down 
and looked inside. It belonged to a woman. "Hey," | said softly and reached in to lightly brush her hair from her 
face. | was afraid to touch any other part of her and perhaps cause her any more pain. A pair of brown eyes 


met mine, eyes that were filled with ungodly agony. 


"He's not talking," she cried weakly. "He won't answer me. Please, please see if he's." She turned her head away 
from me and | followed her gaze. | wish | hadn't. Guess the airbag didn't deploy for this poor sucker. The 
steering column had somehow been shoved aside but the dashboard had taken its place. It had caught the 
driver in his chest. If he wasn't dead at this point it was only a matter of minutes before he was. | bet his 
ribs were crushed, probably ripped into his lungs. 


As | turned my attention back to the woman, | caught a glimpse of the guy's face. 


| fell back reeling from the impact. Oh god, oh god. Tell me this wasn't real. Tell me | had found the three sixes 
and drank every single can. Fucking tell me that this body wasn't Jason. 


| must have blacked out for a second or two because the woman's whimpering brought me back from denial. 
Her hand was reaching out for me again and though | wanted to be anywhere else but here, | knew | was her 
only hope for survival. Promising myself a reward of a breakdown later, | took her hand in mine. | owed to it 


her. 


| owed it to Jason. 


| couldn't look at him so once again | leaned into the car and fixed a smile at her. I'd been in enough accidents 


to know that what was needed most was reassurance and confidence. | could do that. 


"I'm James. And you are?" 


"Meg. Do | know...2" 


"Ok, Meg. This may sound silly but do you have a cell phone? Mine's missing and | really need to call for help.” | 


didn't bother answering her ‘do | know! inquiry. She probably recognized me from some of Jason's stuff. 


She nodded. "In Jason's pocket" She turned her head towards him. "That's Jason" 


Yeah. | know. Shit. 


"Listen, Meg. | don't know how sturdy this wreck is. If | lean in any further | may dislodge something." And 
cause it to collapse, | added to myself, causing even more misery than we have right now. "Can you reach it 


for me?" 


"| don't know. | can't movel Please help him. Oh please." 


Oh yeah, here's her panic rolling along like a demon freight train and its gonna hit me at 500 miles an hour. 


"Meg," | took her chin in my hand and carefully eased her head around back toward me. Tears were running 
down her face. "Meg," | repeated her name and carefully wiped the wetness away with my fingers. "Once. Just 


try once to get the cell. I's important." 


| didn't like the way her eyes looked. Shit. | didn’t like how anything looked! 


She didn't respond. She just stared right through me. | had no choice; | pinched her cheek, hard | needed her 
attention. "Meg!" | said a little sharply. "Meg, don't fade on me. You gotta try!" 


"J..J..am?" 


Jason?! 


Oh man, don't make me look. He has to be dead. It's just his ghost talking. He's gonna haunt me for all the 
insidious shit | pulled on him for all those years. The relentless teasing, name-calling, beatings; | squeezed my 
eyes shut so | couldn't, wouldn't look at him. That made it worse. The memory | had tried desperately tried to 
purge was now playing in my head, as vivid as the day it happened. 


Yeah, | had been drinking, when was | not? It was a real shitty day. Nothing had gone according to plan, not one 
damn thing had gone right. From the alarm not going off to Lars and | having a screaming match in the studio, 
| was ready to kill Turns out | never did murder anyone that day, | raped Jason instead. By the time this day 
was upon us, he and | had broken off our messy relationship and he was seeing someone from the "outside." 
Nice person, or so | was told. | didn't care. We were somewhat civil to each other when working and ignored one 


another on our off time. 


But that day..if | could go back and change it, | would. The fight Lars and | were having escalated into blows and 
Jason and Kirk separated us. Jason escorted me out of the studio and into his office. No mean feat cause | 
raging and how he was able to move me is still beyond my understanding. But there we were, me howling and 
Jason locking the door and leaning against it. Getting in his face, | demanded he let me out. | wanted to finish 
beating the shit out of Lars. He said no. | remember grabbing his head with my hands, giving it a few good 
bangs against the door and then | flung him of the way. | tried the door but it wouldn't open. Jason had locked 
it from the inside and he must have had the key. 


He had landed on the floor but | hadn't knocked him out. He was trying to get up and was already on his hands 
and knees when | went over to him. | asked him for the key but he just shook his head no. Getting down on my 
knees, | asked him again and again he refused. | had only meant to search his pockets but he started to 
struggle, making it impossible for me to look for it. Had | been sane | would have realized that he was wearing 
a T-shirt and a pair of running shorts; neither of which had pockets. But at that point, all | knew was that he 
had the key and | was going to get it. 


| seized his wrists and brought them together forcing him face first on the floor. Putting my knee on his back, 
| leaned over and transferred his wrists to just one of my hands, freeing the other one. | gave him another 
chance to give me the key, he mumbled "no," and | grabbed the waistband of his shorts and pulled them off 
him. Didn't matter that he was bucking side to side - | had stripping an uncooperative partner down to a 
science. My original plan was just to search the shorts for the key. But | saw that he had bite marks, recent 


ones at that. | put a finger on one and traced invisible lines from it to the others. The marks | had given him; 


from a belt to a whip were faded but it pleased me that his new lover could see that he once belonged to me. 


My cock stiffened at the memories of how many ways | had taken him. 


Jason was fighting my hold, telling me not to touch him, ordering me to let him up and | should have but | 
didn't. | was hard. | was needy. Violence turned me on. IT was important that | show him one more time that | 


could take what | wanted. That | was still king and ruled with an iron fist. 


| moved over him and sat on his back, my legs confining his movements. Leaning forward, | strengthened my 
hold on his wrists and with my free hand | undid my belt and slid it out of the loops of my jeans. Jason froze 
when he heard that familiar sound and | used the opportunity to wrench his arms behind his back and secure 


them with said belt. 


| stood, yanked him up and pushed him towards his desk. | could feel his fear and it fueled my sick desire. He 
kept repeating ‘don't do this' but do you think | cared? | pressed him down on the desk and leaned over him, 
effectively containing his frantic movements. His pleas to me were louder then they were only a moment ago. | 
gathered his hair in my fist and jerked his head back until the veins on his neck were popping. | hissed ‘shut 
the fuck up' - the only thing | said to him during the remainder of his ordeal and then slammed his head back 
down onto the desk. 


| unzipped my jeans and my cock sprung out on its own accord. Kicking Jason's legs apart, | roughly separated 
his ass cheeks with my hands and drove my dick so deep inside of him that my balls were up against his body. 
He was so dry, so tight. He screamed. | laughed. | withdrew almost all of my length and thrust in again. He cried 
out, begging me to stop but | didn't. Fuck, | didn't time how long my assault of him lasted. But | do know that 


by the time | howled my release and finally withdrew, my cock was covered with my cum and his blood. 


| staggered away from Jason and watched as he slumped to the floor. His nose was bleeding freely, as was his 
lip. | think he bit through it. He had scratches on his face that | guess were from stuff on his desk He had 
bruises on his body that | had put there with my hands. Bright red blood was seeping out of his ass down the 
back of his thighs. His eyes were closed. 


| didn't care. | didn't feel. 


| found a towel, cleaned myself up and dropped it on him as | zipped myself up. Lars and Kirk and god knew who 
else were behind the office door, pounding on it, demanding to be let in | ignored them. Jason's shrieks probably 
alerted them that something was amiss but, wouldn't you know it, they couldn't find a key either. 


| ended up breaking a window in Jase's office, climbing out and dropping about IO feet to the ground. | don't 
know how | managed not to break anything but | didn’t. | went home, took a shower, grabbed a bottle of 


something and waited till someone showed up. 


No one did, not a soul. | waited two days and called Lars. He hung up on me. | called Kirk. He did the same. | 
called Bob. One of his kids answered and hearing my voice, hung up on me. Called HQ and then every fucking 


person | knew. Hang up. Hang up. 


They had shunned me. | was cast out. 


It took me a week to lose it. During those seven days | drank, hardly ate, didn't really bother with personal 
cleanliness and stayed inside. | methodically went from room to room trashing each one. | took no notice of the 


memories | was breaking. 


| had cut my hand on some glass and it wouldn't stop bleeding. Frankly, the only decent light left was in the 
bathroom cause | couldn't have been bothered with ripping down fluorescent fixtures. | got the water running 
in the sink, managed to pick out some glass and then lifted my head to look in the medicine cabinet for some 
bandages. And then | screamed. And screamed until my vocal chords gave out because there was a fiend from 


hell staring back at me from the mirror. 


The rest of the details are still fuzzy but | guess it doesn't matter. | ended up in rehab which saved my life, 
worthless that it might have been. The fiend, of course, turned out to be myself. To live again | first had to 
slash open my soul and let my ugliness pour out till | was empty. Harder still was learning how to refill it with 
trust and humility. Head bowed, hands beseeching, | apologized to those | had so badly hurt. My therapists had 
prepared me for the very real possibility that | may not be forgiven. But | was and as Kirk and Lars drew me 
back into the closed fist | finally understood love. 


So in a very convoluted way that's how | found myself on this patch of icy road on my way to Kirk's. He and | 
had this relationship, you see. And now | had the lives of two people in my hands. | couldn't fuck up. 


Whether or not | believed Jason survived the impact was of no importance. He had croaked out my name and 


if he was still breathing and talking maybe there was a chance for him. And Meg did say he had a cell. 


| forced myself to look at him. "Yeah, Jay, it's me." 


"James," his voice was weak. 


"Jase, your lady said you have a cell” 


"Yeah." 


"Good. Is it in your pocket?" 


The corners of Jason's mouth actually turned up a little. "Give it to you..this time." 


"Oh, man, Jase." 


"Is okay." 


| wanted to weep but now wasn't the time. We didn't have much of it left and every second was important. 


"Listen. | don't want to take the chance and reach for it. Do you think you can try?" 


"Yeah." 


| saw the exertion on his face but it was apparent that he wasn't able to move his body - it looked liked he 


was paralyzed from the neck down 


"Fuck it," | swore, leaned over Meg who was mercifully unconscious and plucked the phone from his pocket. | 
backed out of the car, straightened up and hit “Il. | forced myself to be coherent as | reported our location 
and the situation. | think the operator told me to not to hang up, that he'd stay with me until help arrived but 
| heard Jason making these god awful gasping sounds. | must have disconnected the call as | leaned back into 


the car. 


A trickle of blood was coming out of Jason's mouth and his eyes were closed. Shit. But he was still breathing. | 
put out my hand and let my fingers lightly caress his hair. "You let it grow. | always liked your hair long. | 


don't know who has more curls, you or Kirk" 


| choked back a sob. He was still with me. "I dunno, Jase. It just may be Kirk" 


"Me." He paused to catch a breath. The blood from his mouth was flowing a little more freely now. | scanned 
the car for something to wipe it up. Nothing. Once again | backed my way out of the car. | took off my jacket, 
pulled off my shirt and then returned to Jason. | carefully wiped it up as best as | could. 


"Thanks," he said. 


"No prob." Christ, that sounded lame. But again, better | sound stupid then do what | really wanted which was 


fall to my knees and scream to the heavens that this was not the way it was supposed to be. 


So instead | continued gently stroking Jason's head, willing myself not to cry. 


Jason sighed and opened his eyes. "Kirk" 


"Don't talk, Jase. Save your strength, please." | said softly. 


"No time." 


Fuck no! Don't say that! "Baby, we got all the time in the world," | murmured. 


Jason gave me a sweet little smile. "Liar." 


| choked back a sob. 


"Lars?" 


‘Lars is good, Jase. Real good. He and Rob are ridiculously happy. They're spending Thanksgiving together, | 
dunno, someplace tropical. Rob's surfing. | think he was planning on teaching Lars. Can you just see that? Our 


pixie on a surfboard? If it doesn't come with room service, Lars isn't gonna want to do it." 


Jason laughed - or at least | think that's what he was trying to do. It sounded more like a gasping wheeze. 


"Meg." 


"A woman, huh? Not that l'm surprised. Always had the feeling you fancied girls more than the rest of us. 
She's real pretty. You did good, bud. When you're up and about l'll take everyone out. Me, you, Meg, Lars... 


"Dead." 


"Lars? Lars isn't dead, although if he gets sun burnt he'll probably want to be. Remember the time we..” 


"Not Lars. Meg." Jason turned his head to look at her. He had tears in his eyes. 


Fuck. 


| pulled back a bit to look at her and put my fingers on her throat to feel for a pulse. | couldn't find one. 


Fuck. 


| turned my attention back to Jason. My eyes were wet now as well. "I'm so sorry." 


"'s okay. Together again soon" 


Oh man. Oh man. "Jase, just hang on! The medics will be here any minute, they'll fix you right.” 


"No. Too late. Can't stay." 


| watched his eyes close. 


"Don't you fucking dare die on me, you son of a bitch! I'm not gonna lose you to an accident. It was hard 
enough with Cliff. Open your fucking eyes, Jason! Damn it! Open your fucking eyes!" | was howling, | didn't care. 
Fuck being calm and confident. This was so surreal. | was leaning over a dead woman. My ex-bass player, a 
former lover, was horribly injured in a fucking car accident. It was freezing. There was ice. And | was useless. | 
wanted to crawl into the car and take Jason into my arms and protect him from Death. | would do the fighting 
for him. | would be his protector. | would make up for every rotten thing | had ever done to him. But | couldn't 


get any closer. | could hear the wreck settling around us. 


| didn't want to die. 


And, oh god, all that was holy, | didn't want Jase to die either. 


But all | was able to do was put my hand back on Jason's head. | stroked his cheek, carefully ran my fingers 


through his hair. | was desperately trying to imprint the way he felt. | didn't want to forget. 


It was too much for me to bear. | bowed my head and let my tears flow. 


"Het. Please don't cry. I'll always be with you, you should know that" Jason's voice was clear and steady. 


The fuck? My head snapped up and | saw Jason's sky-blue eyes looking at me. The blood was gone from his 


face and he was holding his arms out to me. "| need to hold you too." 


Don't fucking ask me how | got in next to him cause | can't tell you. All | knew was that he was in my arms 


and he was whole. | wanted to stay like this forever. He was part of the fist and we were one again. 


‘James, listen to me and don't interrupt. Can you do that for me?" Jason asked quietly. 


| nodded. | wasn't about to question these things that were taking place. 


"You're right about Meg. | was never that comfortable being with a man. Guess | was always that straight 
farm boy after all. | met her about a day after | left the band. | was a mess but she pulled me through. 
Honestly, | didn't want a relationship. | wasn't looking for one, that's for sure. | pushed her away countless 


times but she was patient and wouldn't give up on me. She showed me joy. Taught me about love." 


Jason shifted us around so we were face to face. "| know what | just said but | loved you too, never forget 
that. | admired your strength and talent. | never was able to walk into a room and have every single person 
stop what they were doing to look at me with awe. But you never gave yourself much of a chance, do ya? | 


knew your self-loathing. You were so destructive, to yourself; to people around you." 


He brushed his lips against mine and then he settled back into my arms. "You know, | always thought that if 
you could release your anger on me it would leave for good. But you had a never-ending supply of it. | finally 


realized | wasn't the one for you. You would never find peace if we stayed together.” 


| mumbled ‘sorry’ into the top of his head. 


"Its okay. All in all, | can't complain. But you! You're so fucking blind, you can't see what's right in front of you 
- like Kirk" He shook his head. "Open your eyes, James. | love Meg but | never found the kind of love you two 
have. Don't lose it. Don't be afraid. Promise me that you'll tell him how much he means to you. Stop fucking 
around with two houses, your ‘I'll see you on Tuesdays and Thursdays’ arrangement. Make a commitment, have 


a ceremony, get fucking married already." Jason chuckled. "You're gonna have to anyway." 


"Why?" 


"No questions. Just promise me." 


| shivered because the wind suddenly picked up and blew into the truck, bringing with it sleet and rain. | drew 
Jason in closer for warmth and discovered he was bleeding again. His body was ice cold but he was still trying 
to talk to me. | could barely make out what he was saying; his voice was faint and so very far away. 


Something about a promise and Kirk. 


But whatever it was | didn't care. | just wanted to find a place that wasn't so fucking freezing. | was numb; | 
couldn't feel my body. | knew that if | closed my eyes I'd be warm. I'd never be cold again. Never be frightened, 
never have to worry. It just seemed all so simple. My eyes were heavy, it would be easy to give in and close 


them. 


"Do it," someone whispered but | couldn't tell where it was coming from. "Close your eyes. You'll be warm" 


The voice was seductive and inviting and | wanted to follow it. But | didn't know how! 


"Just close your eyes. l'll be there. Always warm. Always safe." 


| could feel my eyelids droop. | was so very cold. 


"Almost there,” the voice said softly. "Almost..." 


"James." 


Oh fuck, it was Jason. But | was so tired. Please, just go away. | can't do this anymore. I'm not strong, | just 


want to close my eyes and make the cold go away. 


"Promise," Jason pleaded. "Just say it. You're almost out of time." 


"Almost there." the voice that spoke of warmth was back. 


"Now, James! For me. Do this for mel" 


In the end, it really wasn't that difficult to make a choice. 


Epilogue - Two Years Later 


"WAKE UP! WAKE UP! WAKE UPI" 


| pulled the blankets over my head and growled, "No." 


"YES!" was the enthusiastic reply. 


| could feel the bed cloths being tugged off my body. 


“COFFEE! WE GOT COFFEE!" 


And then | was body slammed. Man, he got me good this time. 


"That's it! You're gonna get it now!" | roared in mock anger. But my attacker was too quick and had scooted off 
the bed by the time | sat up. 
Giggling, he had taken refuge behind the bearer of the coffee cup. 


| glared at the two of them. "No hugs and kisses this morning? Fine. You won't get any from me either." | sat 


back against the headboard, folded my arms and tried to look hurt. 


"N0000o000! | kiss!" 


And then this little boy who had turned our life upside down and yet made it perfect, launched himself 
straight into my arms. | enveloped him in a hug and kissed him on the top of his curly head. 


"Love Papa," he said, snuggling up against me. "Love Daddy." 


"Love you, JJ," | smiled at Kirk as he made his way over to us. God, he was so beautiful. | didn't know how he 
pulled it off but he kept me going for the first year after the accident while also being thrown, head first, into 
parenthood. We had help and Lars and Rob practically moved in, but it was Kirk who took charge of all our 


lives. 


| was in a coma for a month after the accident and when | was finally stable everyone in the hospital told me 
that Kirk barely left my side. They also told me that he had JJ with him most days and nights as well. He had 
been an infant at that point and Kirk later told me that all that babies needed was to feel safe and secure, to 
be feed when they were hungry, changed when they were wet, and most importantly, held. He didn't see any 


problem doing that in a hospital room watching and willing me to wake up. 


Then there were the painful months of physical therapy. When no one thought I'd walk again and | subsequently 
spiraled down into a depression so deep that even breathing was painful, Kirk was there. He said that JJ and | 


could learn how to walk together. He never gave up on me. 


On the day | took my first steps unaided and Meg's parents sued us for custody, it was Kirk who plotted 
strategy with our lawyers. His confidence that we would win never wavered. He'd simply say, ‘Jason and Meg 


wanted us to raise their son - our son. We're not going to let them down" 


| think the only person that didn't cry at our commitment ceremony was JJ. He was one of three best men, 
Rob and Lars being the other two. Rob held him and JJ entertained himself by alternately pulling and stuffing 
Rob's hair into his mouth. 


We also celebrated the formal adoption of JJ - Jason JK Newstead, Jr. Now we were three. 


We did, however, find something to disagree upon and it was something that | didn't think would ever be 
resolved. It was the accident itself. | know what happened, | was there. But | was found trapped in Beast, my 
left leg crushed, bleeding to death. When | point out that Jason's cell was in my hand and my tee shirt and 


jacket were found in Meg and Jason's car, well, all | get is shoulder shrugs. 


Kirk had known about Jason, Meg and the baby. He was going to tell me that Thanksgiving weekend. In fact, 
they were there to join us and when Kirk discovered he needed something for our feast, Jason and Meg had 
volunteered to go get it. They had left JJ with Kirk, figuring they would only be gone for a little while. 
Strangely enough, the three of them had just finished discussing the baby. They had brought papers along 


naming Kirk and myself as legal guardians should something happen to the two of them. 


So as Kirk carefully placed the mug of coffee out of the reach of our exuberant son's hands and sat down on 
the edge of the bed, | pulled him close to me as well. 


‘| love Daddy, too, JJ, | love him." 


